MEASURE  FOR MEASURE
Still Isabel stands silent, whilst Mariana pleads on pitifully:
They say, best men are moulded out of faults;
And, for the most, become much more the better
For being a little bad: so may my husband.
At her third appeal,
0 Isabel, will you not lend a knee?
Isabel kneels at the feet of the Duke.
While Isabel is pleading for his life, Angelo is longing for
death, Escalus turns to him, regretting his fall. Angelo only
says:
1  am sorry that such sorrow I procure:
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart,
That I crave death more willingly than mercy;
5Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.
The wheel is come full circle.
Only two days before, Angelo had rejected the plea of mercy
for Claudio with the words
When I, that censure him, do so offend,
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death.
And Isabel had longed for the potency of Angelo that she
might etell what 'twere to be a judge, and what a prisoner5.
Later we have seen Angelo 'unshaped' by his remorse, though
still confident that he will escape undetected, whilst Isabel longs
to 'pluck out his eyes', and is promised revenges to her heart on
'this wretch5 who has murdered her brother. And now Angelo,
publicly shamed, longing for death, faces an Isabel who can
bring herself to say, after an agony of silent struggle, let him
not die'. It was not in a spirit of 'weariness, cynicism, and
disgust' that the Master Craftsman made the whirligig of time
bring in revenges like these.
Isabel's sufferings are over. The Provost produces the muffled
Claudio. Sister meets brother with that cprone and speechless
dialect' which moves, or should move, men.
Sir Edmund Chambers asks, Why does the Duke conceal
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